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Author's Notes: 
Something I've written to commemorate the late Andrew Wood. 


The world was sort of our oyster, and we had support, we supported each other. 

And he was kind of like this beam of light sort of above it all 

And to see him hooked up to machines, uhm.. that was the.. 

| think the death of the innocence of the scene. 

It wasn't later, when people surmised that.. that Kurt blowing his head off was the end of the innocence. It didn't 
It was that, it was walking into that room. 

- Chris Cornell 


The sky was your playground, but the cold ground was your bed 


March Il, 1990: these are the words appeared in the bottom right of the screen. 

Gossard is there, intent on talking with another guy, a guy of his same age that, however, looks much older 
than him, a guy that doesn't lose the opportunity of looking straight into the camera and shamelessly winking, 
as if he's recording his own performance for Top Of The Pops 

Andrew Patrick Wood is there, with his Irish pixie hat, the Lakers tank top and those stupid dotted tights that 
Chris has never been able to stand: he smiles, makes his ridiculous faces as usual, pretends to take a nap with 
Bruce.. he is himself. 

But he's there. 

Instead, Chris is spending the last moments of his own awful 24th March 1990, and he's doing it in the rightest 
- and at the same time the most wrong - way that exists: he does it with Andy... or, better to say, with the 


memories he's got of him 


These are some strange days, these that Chris is lately dealing with: on one hand there's the will to go on and 
keep on devoting himself to the projects he has - they have - always had, while on the other there's a wave 
of regrets, doubts, remorse and sorrow ready to wipe him out.. and in the middle there's him, he who can't do 
anything but stay there and wait for these two opposite factions to collide, crushing him without any mercy. 
And its a strange joke the one that the destiny has played on them, on those Seattle and surroundings guys 
who would live on music but can't do it, forced to put themselves in dishwashers shoes, and waiters, prep 
cooks, warehousemen and so on, people who continuously have a dig at each other but, in the time of need, 
don't hesitate to work their asses off for those who should be their rivals. 

Chris rewinds the video tape and presses ‘play’ for the umpteenth time, while on screen Andy resumes to pull 
faces and scatter smiles all around, as if they were birdseed for pigeons: would he have ever thought that 
only thirteen days later he would have been underground? 

The man let himself fall back on the bed and half-closes his eyes, while in the background Open Letter To a 
Landlord continues to play, accompanied by Andy's paraded lip sync. 

Chris focuses his attention on the days they spent as flat mates, when they came home exhausted by their 
shifts, talked shit about their respective bosses and then rushed headlong into songwriting, one in a room and 
the other in the adjacent one: Chris did and undid, one step forward and two steps back, while Andy threw 
himself into it and left everything as it had come out. 

Even from there someone could realize their different approach to life: there was the guy who examined it 
with caution and the one who tried to take it as it was coming, maybe pushing a little too much on the 
accelerator. 

But if Chris was always treading carefully, analyzing and attentively reflecting upon what was surrounding him, 
how was it possible for him to not notice what was happening to his best friend? 


"Now our kids are living dead, they crack and blow their lives away." 

Living Colour are still singing and, irony of fate, Andy too; Chris stands up, switches the video recorder off and 
then begins to walk around the room, without finding peace. He sits on the floor, crosses his legs, then changes 
idea, brings his knees to the chest and in the middle he hides his head, and now he can't do anything but think 
about the Paramount sparkling just for Andy, the holy men, the shitty incense, about that asshole of Starr 
that wanted to ask him to split a joint with him and that instead had found him intent on crying over a photo 
album of Andy, about Layne that had come into Kelly's house like a hurricane - so terribly similar to a child, 
he that on stage asked the doctors of the rehab clinic if he could borrow fifty bucks to buy some shit and 


that now was crying like a lamb heading for the slaughter - about Andy, so little and see-through in the 
hospital bed.. motionless Andy, Andy that wanted to conquer the world and that had collapsed on the floor a 
few days before his projects could start, Andy the oak that had become a pile of flesh and tubes, Andy the 
lighthouse that had turned into a flat encephalogram, Andy deprived of his angel hair, Andy lost in a 


"beeeeeeeeep" long as the eternity and then in the blackest silence. 


He, the one who Andy used to call ‘Sun King’, isn't able to understand why the fuck somebody from above has 
decided that the time to cut his thread has come. 

Not now. 

Not now that he was goin’ to hit the big time. 

Not now that we could start touring together. 

Not now that we could have become famous. 

Not now that he could have started a family with Xana 

Not now that- 

Chris Cornell's apartment is empty. Its owner's sobbing echoes through all the rooms. 


Its the 25th of March 1990. 


When a few sunbeams filter in through the rolling shutter and hit Chris in the full face, it's almost morning. 
His sleep has been an uneasy one, but at least it has produced the effect of making him recover a bit of 
strength. 

The first thing that comes to his mind is a verse from Man Of Golden Words, the song written by Andy that 
he probably loves more than any other: 


"Where would | live, if | were mr. Golden Words? And would | live at all” 


Being afraid of not being enough for everything and everybody has always been one of Andy's biggest worries, 
and Chris starts to realize it only now: his father, his brothers, his bandmates, Xana.. everyone of them, at 
least once, had been forced to admit how easy it was to overwhelm Andy, how simple it was to put him in the 
corner, he who venerated and imitated people of the likes of Mercury, Bolan and David Lee Roth - well-known 
born showmen - but that actually, in the face of problems, cowered. 

Andy had spent twenty-four years looking for his own Eldorado, making an effort to improve himself and to 
find a way to be a real man of golden words, but without realizing that, maybe, he had already reached that 
goal. 


It was a real shame that nobody was with him to point it out. 


Its the 25th of March 1990. Chris Cornell sits at the bottom of his bed and broods over Living Colour's lyrics: 
now you can tear a building down, but you can't erase a memory. 

And its true, the solution lies in being able to live with it, go your own way without letting you swallowed by 
the bittersweet temptation that only the past can have. 

Chris sighs, takes off the top of the pen and starts to scribble something with his sharp and clean 
handwriting: the words ‘Say Hello To Heaven’ appear on the paper, but the ‘to’ is almost immediately 
substituted by a ‘2: that recalls Prince and that Andy would surely approve. 

Chris stares at the page and smiles: he doesn't know that he's going to start an adventure that will take him 


really far, an adventure that he will live also for Andy, the pixie that wanted to make the sky his own 
playground and that now is resting under the light ground. 


